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SCOTLAND. 
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is OURN, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn 
Thy baniſhed Peace, thy Laurel torn ! 


Thy Sons, for Valour long renown'd, 


Ly ſlaughter'd on their native Ground! 


Thy hoſpitable Roofs no more 


Invite the Stranger to the Door; 
In ſmoky Ruins ſunk they ly, 


The Monuments of Cruelty ! 
| IT, The 
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: II. 
The wretched Owner ſees afar 
His All become the Prey of War, 
Bethinks him of his Babes and Wife, 
Then ſmites his Bredff, and cutſes Life ! 
Thy Swains are famiſh'd on the Rocks 


— — 


Where late they fed their wanton Flocks ! 


Thy raviſh'd Virgins ſhriek in vain, 


Thine Infants periſh on the Plann 
„ 7 


. | 
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Through the wide-ſpreading Waſte of Time, 


What boots it, that, in ev ry Clime, 


Thy. martial Glory, crown'd with Praiſe, 
Still ſhone with undiminiſhed Blaze ? 


Thy tow'ring Spirit now is broke, 


Thy Neck is bended to the Yoke! 


What foreign Arms could never quel, : | |. 


£ By civil Rage and Rancour fell! | 0 
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The rural Pipe, and merry Lay, 
No more ſhall chear the happy Day ; 
No ſocial Scenes of gay Delight 
Beguile the dreary Winter Night! 
No Strains but thoſe of Sorrow Fay 
And nought be heard but Sounds of Woe! 
While the pale Phantoms of the Slain | 
Glide nightly o'er the ſilent Plain 

V. 
0. theful Cauſe! O ſatal Morn, ED 
Accursd to Ages. yet unborn 11 "© : 
'The Sons againſt... their F athers ſtood! 1 jp 
The Parent ſhed: his Children's Blood! De” 
Yet, when the Rage of- Battle. ceas d, i = a 
The Victor's Soul was not appeas\ d; ah | | 
The Naked and. Forlorn muſt ſeel 8 f - | 


Devouring Flames and murd n Steel! Fs 
* VI. The 
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VI. 
The pious Mother, doom'd to Death, 
Forſaken wanders o'er the Heath, 
The bleak Wind ' whiſtles o'er her Head, 
Her helpleſs Orphans cry for Bread; | 
Bereft of Shelter, Food and Friend, 
She views the Shades of Night deſcend, 
And, ſtretch'd beneath inclement Skies, 
Weeps o'er her tender Babes, and dies! 

VII. 4 
While the warm Blood bedews my Veins 
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And unimpair'd Remembrance reigns, 
Reſentment of my Country s Fate 
Within my filial Breaſt ſhall beat ; 

In Spite of her inſulting Foe, 

My ſympathizing Verſe ſhall flow. 
Mourn, ha pleſs Caledonia, mourn 


: Thy baniſh?” Peace, thy Laurel tom! 
I. 
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